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DELL COMICS ARE GOOO COMICS 




NO — I RECKON NOT' BUT YOU CAN'T 
BLAME ME FOR BEING A MITE JUMPY] 
I WAS PROSPECTING THESE HILLS 
AND HIT A GOOD VEIN TWO DAVS AGOi 
THIS MORNING, AS I WAS HEADING TOR 
TOWN WITH MV ORE SAMPLES SIX 
GUN FIGHTERS JUMPED 



THEV TOOK THE SAMPLES AND DEMANDED TO 
KNOW WHERE I STRUCK PAVDIRT! I WASN'T 
HANKERING TO LOSE MV CLAIM, SO I MADE 
A BREAK FOR IT— BUT THE RIVER WAS THE 
ONLY WAY OUT! THE 

CURRENT WAS TOO J WHERE DID THE GANG 
STRONG FOR ME ! ^STOP YOU ? MAYBE WE 




I t?AN INTO THOSE- POLECATS ABOUT A 
HALF A MILE WEST OP HERE, BY TWIN 
PINES! HOPE VOU WAVE MORE LUCK THAN 
THE SHERIFF ANP HIS POSSE! I'M NOT THEIR 
FIRST VICTIM I THAT SANG PREYS ON 
10/V£ R&OSP£CTGJ?S/ 



WE'LL HAVE TO PLAN ON A 
LON<5 SEARCH, TONTO! BUT 
IT NO USE.'VrHAT WILL REQUIRE MQN£Y 
THEM COVER IFOR SUPPLIES! WE'LL LOSE 
TRAIL TOO /A DAY GOING BACK TOAiy 
WELL! r-s** .g M/A/e FOR SILVER) > 






1 THERE'S A NICE Tlpy 
SUM HERE IN SILVER- 


~] AND WHAT W THE J 

J WORLD J3 

THOSE BULLETS "3 
ARE S/LVEB/_ -J 
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here, kid; we just 
lightened vour horse& 
load "by removing those 




THESE S/CS/Sf? BULLETS) I- I JUST 

SAY. you DO/ . : S FOUND THAT 

ON THE TRAIL 
WAS TAKING IT HOME 




LEFTY GUARD THEM I WE'LL ) DON'T WORRY 
FINISH QUESTIONING THE /RAFF.' THEY'LL. 
BOY WHEN WE COME j—^BE HERE.' 
BACK! 





CUT LQOS£/ WE'RE GOING 
TO GET THAT PROSPECTOR 
AMD REPAY HIM FOR SENDING 
' IS OFF ON A WILD-GOOSE 





MAYBE SO---BUT75WS" 
WILL BRING HIM OUT 

wro rxe one*// , 





4fP;,4M& ltf> T/J&& HO&S£S CUMB— 
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STILL NO I NO—BUT THERE MUST \ 
WATER! J&BSOMB EXPLANATION 

* ^y POR THE RIVER'S SUDDEN / 

Av : \- DISAPPEARANCE ! ^fi- 
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AT LAST, RED CLOUD FIND WAY TO 
P&/\/£ Oi/r WHITE MAN!— RED CLOUD 
Z>/V£BT RIVER' MAKE IT RUN DOWN 
OTHER SIDE OF MOUNTAIN TO HIS 
TRIBAL LANDS' BYE 'N BYE WHITE 
MEN IN VALLEY BE _^<$ 

FORCED TO LEAVE K fc- '^.I '^^'^^- ' 
BECAUSE THEM WJSm hmk;.;^^-- 

NOT HAVE WATERl^H 2^3*itfi f ■ 
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A/OtV FIRE AT THE )J 
yELUOV-STPIPES! r^tt 
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/" RIDE FOP TOE WG// ) . 
OSASS! THAT WILL / ^X \ 

. sive us coi/br.' J* (~~p^);^ 
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we CAN'T STAY IN THIS INFERNO' / : 




WE'LL HAVE TO RISK THEIR 






ARROWS AND BULLETS 1 
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E / TONTO AND I WILL 
vA TRY TO COVER VOU! 
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KEEP FIRING, TONTo! 
ANOTHER MINUTE ANO 
THE TROOPERS WILL BE 
OUT OF RANGE I THEN 

WE CAN MAKE OUR PASHl 




CAPTAIN, WHEN RED 
CLOUD DROVE US OFF 
WITH FIRE, A GREAT . 
t*t>HV JM/MALS FLED 
FROM THE MOUNTAIN I 
RED CLOUD'S TRIBE 
MAY r^Crr HAVE MUCH 
FOOD LEFT! I'M 
GONG TO FIND OUT. 1 



\CAt/r/OL ...\ ■■■■ &W<S£&A£>VANC££ 





VDU BE RIGHT! THEM 
PLENTY HUNGRY! FIRE 
CHASE OFF ALL GAME ' 
THEM ,NOT STORE MUCH 
FOOD— TWO PAYS AGO 
IT ALL GONE! 




SUSPICION 







Al Terry began hesitantly, "Jim, your 
brother. Bill . . ." Then, he Broke off, not 
knowing how to continue. Jim Baiiey knew 
by his expression that the news wos bad. 
He waited stoically for Al to continue. 

"We found his horse by the foils," Al 
said. "But there was no trace of Bill. The 
boys ore still searching for his body. Looks 
like Bill fell from the saddle last night. Into 
the falls." 

"Fell?" snapped Jim. "Or was pushed? 
Sounds like foul play!" 

Al tried to protest, but Jim rushed on. 
."There were harsh words between my 
brother ond Caleb Sothern last week at the 
dance. Over the new schoolmorm. Remem- 
ber?" 

Al nodded slowly. The two young men 
had quarreled, a short but bitter fight, be- 
fore they were forced opart. As Caleb left, 
he hod been heard to mutter, "You won't 
come. off so easy next time, Bill!" 

Jim jumped up, his expression grim, 
"And Caleb knew Bill would ride past the 
falls, to visit the schoolmorm last night." 

"Don't jump to conclusions, Jim," 
soothed Al. "It was dork. A branch might 
have struck Bill from his horse." 

"With the full moon shining?" sneered 
Jim. "I'm going to see Caleb. If he can't 
explain where he was last night . . ." 

Without waiting to finish/ Jim mounted 
his horse and galloped off in the direction 
of Sothern's home. Ail was strangely still 
when he arrived there and only silence 
greeted - his loud knocking. Jim thought a 
moment, Then his eyes narrowed and he 



headed for the shack in the hills where 
Caleb fixed his traps, Perhaps Caleb was 
hiding there, waiting for Jim to come to 
avenge his brother. Loosening his gun in his 
holster, Jim crept the last hundred yards to 
the shock. Holding his breath, he darted 
from a bush, to flatten himself ogainst the. 
wall next to a window. There were no shots. 
Had he taken Caleb by surprise? 

Inching his way, Jim cautiously peeked 
in the window. Caleb was there all right, 
.oiling his gun! Jim brought his own gun in 
line with the window, taking aim. He would 
yell and give Caleb a fair chance. 

Jim opened his mouth to yell, but gasped 
instead when he noticed the bandaged 
figure on the cot by the wall, Caleb had 
heard Jim now and swung open the door. 

"Howdy, Jim! Come in. Been waiting for 

you." 

• "Jim!" cried the young man on the cof 
as- Jim stepped in. "My horse shied ot o rat- 
tler last night at the foils. Dragged me 
bad." 

"Bill," breathed Jim, still bewildered, 
"You're safe and sound!" ' 

"Sure . . . thanks to Caleb," grinned 
Bill. "He found me. Took me here, ban- 
daged me up. Couldn't risk riding me to 
town after all the blood I'd lost." He 
chuckled. "And guess what? Caleb and I 
talked it over and found out neither of us 
really cares about the schoolmorm. We 
both jumped to conclusions. Foolish, eh?" 

"Yes, a man sure is foolish," muttered 
Jim, "when he jumps to conclusions." 
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SOON THE WEAL IS BEING MIXED WITH WATER. PATTED 
INTO LITTLE CAKES---WHILE THE MAN OF THE 
HOUSE STARTS THE FlffE! 
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KEEPING STEP WITH THEIR OFFiCERJHE •— § 
FOUR SOLDJERS APPROACH THE 
FARMER'S HUT. ,- .. ft 




»WE GO NOW--- ON THE TRAIL OF 

W THE CHIEF- WHO- RUNS- AW AY- TO |W**! 

I RETURN HIE WEAPO 

ft. CARE FOR THE BOY- 




the coatimundi 

While he is rare north of. the Rio Grande, the raccoon-like Coatimundi 
can occasionally be found wandering in the forests of New Mexico and 
Arizona. But it is the natives of Latin America who have learned to 
make friends with this ring-tailed little fellow; and have even 
brought him into their households as a pet. 

In the wild state, however, the Coatimundi knows well 
how to take care of himself. Equipped with long, razor- 
sharp fangs, he is a good match for even the fiercest pred- 
ators, A good climber, he does not hesitate to scramble 
up a tree in search of food. The Coati's enormous 
appetite will be satisfied by almost anything from 
fruits and insects to seeds and small mammals. 

Masked like his raccoon brothers, and wea 
ing a striped tail, the Coatimundi has the 
advantage of a long, flexible snout which 
he uses in seeking out food. A lazy 
member of his family, the "chalk," 
as he is called in Mexico, will hunt j 
in the morning and early eve- $ 

ning, and sleep or while away 
the remaining hours. copyright 
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1 your Jumping Jaoko Store! 

ou'll be th» proudoot youngsters on. your bloc 

AiSEV BRISTOL SHOE CO., MQNETT, I 



Print your own name and address 




with this handy personal Pocket Printer. Here's 
the latest way to print your name and address 
quickly and legibly, in one fast motion. Because 
it's pocket size, you always have it with you, 
ready for instant use. 

And it's easy to get your own personal Pocket 
Printer through this special Lone Ranger sub- 
scription offer. 12 adventure-filled issues of Lane 
Ranger comics, plus this personal Pocket Printer 
for only $1.50 ... a regular $2.10 value. 

Hurry, clip the coupon below and mail it with 
$1.50 today. If you are already a subscriber, 
we'll start yaur new subscription when your 
present one expires. 
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A PLEDGE UAU TO PARENTS 
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has been, a positive guarantee that 
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the comic magazine hairing it con- 
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entertainment. The Dell rode elimi- 
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nates entirely, ml her 1 htm remit at ''<,. 
objectionable material. That's why 
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when your child buys a Dell Comic 
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yon can he .sure it contains only pood 
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fun. "|)ELL COMICS ARK GOOD COMICS" 
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is onr only credo and constant goal. 
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Mail To: DELL PUBLISHING CO., INC 


DEPT 


4LR 




10 W. 33rd St., 


New York 1 , 


N. Y. 




Please enter subscription 
special offer of pocket | 
Membership Certificate. 
Narrte or Names 


to The Lone R 
rinter and De 


Comics' 
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Club 
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enclosing remittance for $1.50 in 


full payment. 




ENCLOSE GIFT CARD TO READ FROM: 
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Kids! You'll have a circus 

WITH THESE 

ttEESNAMVK 

ATTACHED TO REGULAR ROLLS OF 

SCOTCH Cellophane Tape 




DISPLAY |^ 

WHERE YOU GET YOUR 

Scotch 

Cellophane 
Tape 



